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To empty air, and from the gross allay                       80

Of mixtures and compounding accidents

Refin'd to immaterial elements.

But when the Queen of Beauty did inspire

The air with perfumes., and our hearts with fire,

Breathing from her celestial organ sweet                     85

Harmonious notes, our souls fell at her feet.

And did with humble reverend duty more

Her rare perfections than high state adore.

These harmless pastimes let my Townshend sing
To rural tunes; not that thy Muse wants wing             90

To soar a loftier pitch, for she hath made
A noble flight, and plac'd th' heroic shade
Above the reach of our faint flagging rhyme;
But these are subjects proper to our clime,
Tourneys, masques, theatres, better become                95

Our halcyon days.    What though the German drum
Bellow for freedom and revenge, the noise
Concerns not us, nor should divert our joys;
Nor ought the thunder of their carabins
Drown the sweet airs of our tun'd violins.                  100

Believe me, friend, if their prevailing powers
Gain them a calm security like ours,
They '11 hang their arms up on the olive bough,
And dance and revel then, as we do now.

UPON MASTER W[ALTER] MONTAGUE
HIS RETURN FROM TRAVEL

LEAD the black bull to slaughter, with the boar
And lamb, then purple with their mingled gore
The ocean's curled brow, that so we may
The sea-gods for their careful waftage pay:
Send grateful incense up in pious smoke
To those mild spirits, that cast a curbing yoke
Upon the stubborn winds, that calmly blew
To the wish'd shore our long'd-for Montague.
Then, whilst the aromatic odours burn
In honour of their darling's safe return,
The Muses' choir shall thus with voice and hand
Bless the fair gale that drove his ship to land: